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CHAPTER I. 

O wonderful, O passing thought, 

The love that God hath had for thee 4 

Spending on thee no less a sum 
Than the undivided Trinity ! 
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CHAPTER I. 

Some of the servants of the Son of Man are search- 
ing for the treasure, that is hid in the field where 
they labour; where the rich, great, worthy, and 
respectable people flourish; the place in which 
others are diving into "the troubled sea, whose 
waters cast up mire and dirt," to find the " goodly 
pearls" for Him, that He desires to buy, at the 
cost of " all that He has." 

" They that do business in great waters, see the 
works of the Lord, and His wonders in the deep," 
in a manner that none others do. Therefore, should 
" they praise Him for His wonderful works to the 
children of men"! 

There is an arm of the "troubled sea" in Lon- 
don, which is replenished, and made very glorious 
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year by year. The sunshine of worldly prosperity 
gilds its brilliant surface, but the undercurrent of 
its deep waters is untouched by this powerful 
influence; and it runs darkly to ruin in a rapid 
flood. The abyss that remains, down below the 
gorgeous expanse that awakes the world's envy, 
is full of all abominations, of every sort and kind. 

It is hard to realise, as one passes along the 
lovely parks and squares of the West End, that 
places exist in our metropolis, which can only be 
described as sinks of filth and iniquity. But they 
are shown on the map of the city, East, West, 
North, and South of St. Paul's; and they are 
accessible by any who desire to verify the well- 
published story of their sufferings, their evils, their 
gaiety, and their tears. Vice and crime pursue 
their pleasures to the full in, them; and poverty 
groans beside them in its misery and distress. 

The contrast between the top and the bottom of 
our grand centre place of civilisation is over- 
whelming. 

Above, within their borders, on the brilliant 
surface, where the emerald, and the purple, the 
gold, and the agate shine, the balm and spices, the 
honey and oil, and .the finest of the wheat float, 
there the rich, the noble, and the great, the fair, 
the clever, and the mighty congregate. 

The "righteous," the "good," "those that are 
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highly esteemed among men," are found at the 
top ; while there lie in the bottom, the defiled and 
despised, of whom men say, " Can any good come 
out thence ? " 

Jeremiah's vision of the baskets of figs — the 
good figs, very good; and the evil, very evil — gives 
a true picture of the state of things of which we 
have to tell. 

A capitalist seeking ah investment, would de- 
cline having anything to do with stock, that had 
such a bad name, as the residuum of our civilisa- 
tion has. Which of us would think of buying, at 
any price, a thing that is called " rubbish " ? Even 
those who go down to the alums to pity, and to 
relieve the destitute and diseased there, leave the 
objects of their compassion where they find them, 
in peril of a recurrence of disaster ; and have no 
hope that their evils can be remedied, nor perma- 
nently removed. They are unwilling even to re- 
move particles from thence, in the hope of refining 
them into a better substance, or of deducing from 
them, as from a rough alloyed ore, precious metal. 
It is the popular opinion, that it cannot be done ; 
and this echoes the truth, that no man can bring 
" a clean thing out of an unclean." 

And so the mass lies, and has lain, for many 
years. None have ever succeeded, by any human 
means, in bringing out of it an article of value. 
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Humanitarians try their theories, again and 
again; the place resists their applications, and 
refills with the same pollution as ever. The nature 
of this pollution is such, that it cannot be got rid 
of. It sticks to every creature, and attaches them 
to each other, in the most odious manner. 

This is the Pearl Fishery to which the Merchant- 
man of the Kingdom of Heaven sends for -His 
pearls ! 

He knows the place, and sees through and 
through it. His eye pierces into the thick mud 
of crime and vileness. Stuck fast in it, He per- 
ceives "a pearl of great price;" and He proceeds 
to secure it. 

What a task is before Him ! There are pearls 
to be got in fair, smooth waters, near the clear, 
clean rocks, in the fine sands, already shining in 
their splendid whiteness, polished with all the skill 
of the craftsman, ready to be placed in the crown 
of the King ! Is it for these that He is seeking ? 
Nay, none of these will answer His purpose. They 
would have to be broken in pieces to make them 
fit for Him. He will have none but the "little 
one" He is taking for His own, whose beauty 
and goodliness He will produce Himself, by His 
own hand. It surprises His servants, when the 
Merchantman passes by the noble, the rich, and 
the great, picks up the poor out of the dunghill, 
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and sets him among His jewels. But so it is. 
"The Lord knoweth them that are His." The 
Merchantman buyeth what He pleases. " He giveth 
not account of His matters to any man," He asks 
no advice; "For who knoweth the mind of the 
Lord, or who hath been His counsellor ? " 

The pearl that is selected, no matter how un- 
promising it seems to man's understanding to be, 
will be worth all that it costs, when it is in the 
hand of the heavenly purchaser. 

It is His ! That is enough to make it outweigh 
sun, moon, and stars in value ; for not one of them 
can pay its price, nor ransom it from destruction. 
Who can tell the worth of a soul, even of a very 
" little one," a tender babe's ? None but He that 
gave His own for it, is able to conceive what the 
value is of that, which He bought with His own 
blood. Oh, lovei ineffable love! "The kingdom 
of heaven is like unto a Merchantman seeking 
goodly pearls." 

He found one lately in Spitalfields. 

How He found it, and what He did with it, has 
interested many very deeply ; and it is hoped that 
it may equally please you, to know what the result 
is of a pearl being found, by the great purchaser of 
the world, and how He transacted the work of a 
refiner. 



CHAPTER II. 

Poor souls ! they know not how to love, 

They feel not Jesus near ; 
And they who know not how to love, 

Still less know how to fear. 

The majesty of God ne'er broke 

On them like fire at night, 
Flooding their stricken souls, while they 

Lay trembling in the light. 

They love not, for they have not kissed 

The Saviour's outer hem ; 
They fear not, for the Living God 

Is yet unknown to them ! 



( II ) 



CHAPTEE II. 

When the pitying Eye gazed down into Spital- 
fields, it saw a little girl, one "little one" only. Just 
as the prophet saw only one widow in Zarepta. 

The little girl's earliest recollection of herself, as 
a being independent of her surroundings, were on 
this wise : 

" I was looking out of the window, and I saw a 
baby." 

" What window was it ? " she was asked. 

"The very top one — the garret, — where they 
used to lock me in, when they went out for the 
day, and left me at home." 

" Who were they ? " 

" My mother — Granny I called her — my father, 
'brother Bill/ and a lot more. Yes, they had a 
shop to the house ; they did not sell much in it." 
.. The child did not know anything about the way 
in which they got money, except that "it came out 
of the shop, and that there was always plenty of it." 
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The first thing she ever remembered was " that 
baby." 

She was only a girl of five years old herself ; but 
she felt able to manage a baby, if only she could 
catch one, " to have all to herself " ! 

That day she could not see anything but the 
baby. 

Some girls who were playing with it, had laid it 
in the mud on the pathway, and were drawing it 
along by the legs, bumping its head on the pave- 
ment, and were making fun of its misery ! 

The baby had ceased to cry; and had begun to 
take to the splashing of the muddy pools, as they 
crossed the uneven flags, like a disagreeable bath, 
but part of the heritage of its life. 

Nellie felt, " I must get that baby. It shan't be 
like that, poor darling ! " 

She made for the door, but it was locked ; and 
her wish remained ungratified. 

This incident was the first glimpse Nellie could 
give us of her life ; and she gave it after a Gospel 
address, one Sunday evening, when asked some 
questions about herself. 

The speaker had been telling a group of children, 
of whom she had recently become one, about mothers 
who ill-treated their babies ; and several of them, 
as well as Nellie, had wept at the very idea of an 
infant's sufferings. It was thought likely that she 
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had been herself a victim, but she denied this. 
She " had always had every one very fond of her, 
and all good things given her — and may be bad 
ones, too, you would think;" "but I liked them 
then" she added with emphasis. 

" Should you like them now ? " 

" Oh, no ! I could never go back there again; and 
there are not the same kind of things anywhere 
else in the world." 

" What kind of things are they ? " 

"Very tasty; not sweeties, I don't mean them, 
but things that men like to have to eat for their din- 
ners ; onions, and pepper, and hot brandy, and pork 
chops, and roast potatoes, with more butter on one 
of them than you'd give here for a day's food; 
and warm beer with ginger, and nice little mussels, 
with vinegar and pepper on them. Oh dear, such a 
lot of things ! In summer, ices, and lovely pears ; 
and, then, cocoa-nuts, and roast chestnuts, in winter ; 
and muffins, and crumpets; and sausages, and polo- 
nies, and lots and lots of other things, that no one 
here ever seen the like of ; such fried eggs and 
bacon, and tea and coffee, and as much as you like 
of it all!" 

This was told with a gush, and then a pause, and 
then another " Oh dear ! " was sighed forth. 

" Was it all so delightful ? " 
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" It was, but it was so bad — all bad— very bad ! 
I don't want it again. I have something better 
now. Yes, ever so much ! " 

The conversation was closed for that time, to be 
resumed in a quiet room, where an aching head 
was laid down to die. 

Meantime Nellie's antecedents had been subject ' 
of inquiry by others ; and it was learned that she 
had lived with " a granny," and with other people, 
both men and women, all of whom were " uncles " 
and " aunts " to her. She did not know where they 
came from, nor what relation they were to her, nor 
to each other. But " they were all very fond of 
me. Perhaps Granny adopted them; may be so. 
I am not sure of anything like that." 

This was Nellie's story about her early friends 
— they who had locked her up when they all went 
out, and left her alone in the house, as she was 
on the day that she looked out, and saw that 
baby! 

Her memory of that locked door was very 
painful. 

" I was only five year3 old, but I wanted to be 
free. It made me cross, and sorry, not to be down 
playing with the children in the street; and I 
wanted to save that baby. 

" Do I remember any more about baby that day ? 
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" Yes, J looked out again, and baby had been 
snapt up by a woman — a woman I knew, who 
used to Scream in the street, and say that people 
beat her. She herself often struck men. That 
day she ran into a house, with the child under her 
arm, to beat one of the girls who had been dragging 
the baby along the pathway. In the night there 
was a terrible noise in the street, and that woman 
was taken away to prison. I was glad 1 I did not 
like mothers. They was worse to babies, very 
often, than other people " 

This was the earliest recollection Nellie had of 
her childhood. "I did not like the girls that 
treated the baby so shameful/ 1 she said, in one of 
her retrospects. 

" Our house was the fish- shop ; " and another of 
her remembrances was, that " The house was always 
full of people. They lodged there — men and boys 
mostly." A man whom she called " Brother Bill," 
and others, seemed to have been very fond of her, 
and to have petted her ; and to have been kind to 
her, in their rough way. 

" Granny " evidently had tried to keep her from 
the street children, of whose ways she did not ap- 
prove, although her own were not good. 

Nellie early noticed the effects of drink. 

" They used to fight awful when they came home 
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drunk. Poor Granny was often that way. I used 
to cry in bed at the noise ; I was afraid I should be 
killed. I didn't know what they were doing, or 
what they might do. There used to be people in 
and out of the house all night ; and when my father 
came home, it was worse than alL" 

" It was funny in the street sometimes. "We had 
plays; and monkeys came, and organ -men, and 
bands, and ever so many ballad-singers. Granny 
used to give them money to play for us. Punch 
and Judy, too, I saw in our street. I had smart 
clothes. I did have nice ' outs,' to the Palace, and 
grand places with the boys. 

" Brother Bill would take me to the play every 
night, but Granny would not let him. I was not 
one of the very dirty ones. A girl came to dress 
me, and do up my hair every day, and Granny paid 
her for keeping me nice ; but it was not what you 
call clean here in the Village Homes, only it was 
better than the lot of girls in the street, that never 
washed their faces, nor combed their hair, at all for 
weeks ! 

" Very little things were living there who had no 
granny, nor no mammy, and only were petted by 
any woman who had no child of her own ; and who 
used to toss it away, when she was tirid of it. I 
was so sorry for them babies ! " 
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The memory of the sufferings of little children 
was present to Nellie's mind long after she left 
her home. " I did not hurt babies, I am glad for 
that. I know what lots of sins I did, but not 
that one." 



CHAPTER IIL 

Perverse and foolish, oft I strayed, 
And yet in love He sought me ; 
And on His shoulders gently laid, 
And home rejoicing brought me. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

" That's very true of me, when I was down in that 
street," she said one day ; " and I'll tell you a thing 
that happened : — A pack of girls and I, we wanted 
to see ships, and we went away down Whitechapel, 
and we found our way to the docks. 

" We got to a wharf ; and we asked a man to take 
us on board one of the vessels. Then I was fright- 
ened, and I wouldn't go in, and I was worse terri- 
fied, when I heard the girls laughing, for fear they 
would get drunk (yes, little girls did get drunk 
sometimes in our street) ; and I ran away ; and I 
was in the big, wide streets for ever so long, going 
the wrong way always. Police I never went near. 
They were bad to us then. But I saw a lady with 
a long veil, and I pushed her in the crowd. Now 
I think it was the hem of His garment that I 
touched. In a minute she caught me. 
' Where are you going ? ' she said. 
To Street, to my granny/ I told her. 

" ' What is her name ? ' she asked ; and I said it 
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" ' The Fish Shop ? ' says the lady, ' I know it 
well. Are you Mrs. 's grandchild ? ' 

" So the lady brought me to the end of the street. 
All the way along she talked of the Lord, and of 
the school ; and I do not know what she bid me to 
do, but I promised her that I would be a good girl ; 
and when I went in I told Granny of what I said. 
She was quite angry. 

" ' You are a good girl already/ she said, ' and 
don't want to go to any school. I won't have ladies 
coming here after you, to take you away from me.' 

" I had necklaces, and fine dress, and I had 
sweets, and dolls, and toys, but no books. I could 
not read a word. Some girls and I used to play at 
washing and cooking. But it was no use to clean 
any place, it so soon got dirty again, with the feet 
of people coming in muddy, and never thinking 
about mats nor anything. 

" I knew Polly from playing in her house. It 
was like mine, full of people. They had a deal of 
things. 

"Polly was sickly, and I went up to her bed 
sometimes to play with her. She was very fright- 
ened when drunk people came in ; and we two 
often hid together in the bed, and in the cupboards. 
We used to love singing, and to follow street- 
singers. 

" Sundays in summer, the windows used to be 
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open, and people sat in them, or in the streets. No 
one ever went to church out of our street. They 
was not fit to go." 

" Why so ? " 

" Women did not have the right clothes to go in. 
They did not know anything about church at all, 
except that they wear bonnets there." 

" Had you been to church before the lady found 
you wandering in the street ? " 

" Never ! Granny did not like clergymen, nor 
visitors. She said they made her feel as if she 
was going to die. I was afraid of them too. 
Whenever there was one in the street I hid. 
When I wanted to go to school, and was longing 
to learn to read and sing, I was ashamed to be 
found by any one, though I'd have liked to have 
been taken and taught. 

" It was to Sunday-school I went first. It is a 
long time ago. I almost forget the first day, but I 
never will forget Mr. Billing, nor what he said. I 
know all about it now. 

" Then I was very puzzled, for he told us that 
Jesus was seeking for us, and that we was to let 
Him be our Shepherd. % I was waiting for Him to 
come for me, and I often went out in the street to 
meet Him, and I used to sit in the window, wanting 
Him to come. I expected Him ever so long." 
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" Didn't He come at last ? " 

" Oh, indeed, He did." 

" Then it is quite true, ' in love He sought you' ? " 

" Yes, quite true, but not all like the hymn says, 
all at once. I was not brought away that minute ; 
it was a long time first, before I knew anything 
about Him. 

"I was not a little lamb, and very nice, but a 
poor, wild child, only I did not like bad ways. 
Church was lovely, oh, so holy ! I felt like going 
to heaven when I got inside, and heard Mr. Billing. 
He knew all about God, and Jesus, and the Gates 
of Pearl. I used to try to get my father in there, 
but he only came once ; and then he went out in a 
minute, and said it would knock him over to be 
there, and make him think of going to hell. I 
was so sorry that he did not know how to get to 
heaven. Brother Bill came, too, once or twice, but 
he did not like it either. He drank worse than 
ever after he had been ; and it made me very un- 
happy. ^ 

" I longed for us all to be good, and happy ; and 
I used to cry in the night for them all, and for my- 
self too ; and when Granny was asleep, and snored, 
I used to be afraid she would die that way ; and I 
used to listen, and watch, for fear she would be 
choked. 
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" The missionaries came in the street on Sundays ; 
and it made her anxious, but she would not go out 
to hear them. She used to sit in the window, and 
listen to the hymns. It was Mr. Needham that 
was preaching, when she called me away, out of 
the window, to come in at once. She was cross, I 
knew she was not sober; and I did not like to 
come. 'Who is it that calls you?' said the 
preacher. 

" I told him it was my granny. 

" ' You must go/ he said, ' but carry her this 
message, " that Christ Jesus came into the world 
to save sinners." * 

" I was glad to get that text ; and I kept saying 
it to myself all the way upstairs. 

" I told it to Gran, the moment I went in ; and 
she began to cry, and so did I, for I was sorry to 
come up to the hot, dirty place, away from the cool 
air, and the singing, and the preaching ; but then I 
had got to school every day, and was at Sunday- 
school every Sunday ; but not much to church, for 
there used to be supper and drink Sunday night ; 
and they kept me at home to be useful, and go of 
messages. 

"Oh, it was horrid!" sighed the child, as the 
memory of the early days of her young life spent 
among drunkards passed across her heart. 
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For about four years she had had her eyes opened 
to the pollution of the place, and the people among 
whom she lived. It was painful to her to go back 
even in thought to where she had seen so much sin 
and sorrow ; and we did not desire to know more 
of it than had been learned, in many visits paid to 
discharged prisoners in the neighbourhood. 

The old woman, whom Nellie called " Granny," 
was a type of a very disreputable class. We heard, 
with thankfulness, that, even amongst its despic- 
able members, there remains womanhood enough 
to induce some of them to try to save a child from 
their own fate. Nellie's granny rose in our esteem, 
for the care she evidently took of the little one ; 
and the efforts, however feeble, that she made to 
prevent her faUing into the bad habits of her 
neighbours. 

The Merchantman had begun to seek for this 
pearl ; 

" Patiently the owner 

Seeks, with earnest care, 
In the dust and darkness, 
For His treasure rare." 

It was He who had sent the " lady with the long 
veil " to draw out the little treasure from its enclo- 
sure ; and the missionary, with the hymn and text, 
was also His fisherman* 
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Mr. Billing, following the man dredging in the 
deep, caught the precious gem, and stored it in his 
Sunday-school. 

No doubt, the All-seeing Eye had pierced through 
the fog of wickedness and folly, that lay over the 
field of London; and had looked down into that 
particular spot where the treasure was hidden. 

He saw that it was a pearl; and He rejoiced 
over it. But He did not immediately take it up, 
and show it to the friends who would rejoice with 
Him. 

" He hideth it." 

This is sweet truth. The treasure is, at first, 
hidden from Him. But when He hath found it, 
He hideth it in Himself ! 

Thus, Nellie was hidden for about four years, 
from all but Jesus. 

She was surrounded by the tokens of His love. 
He had put her in shelter; His covering banner 
was over her ; but she knew it not. 

The beloved one, who was to be laid on His 
shoulder, and brought home with singing, was not 
immediately declared to be a pearl. 

We shall see, as we continue to observe the 
course of the Lord's dealings with Nellie, how she 
became a " goodly pearl," and was made manifest 
to have been " bought with a price " 
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Dear reader, have you been found by the Mer- 
chantman? Are you conscious that He has hidden 
you for future blessing, that He will make you a 
" goodly pearl," worthy of the price He has paid 
for you ? 

This transaction of the Lord, in His character of 
purchaser of His Church, soul by soul, is wondrously 
grand. 

The Merchantman who has all the treasure of 
the earth, yet seeks, in the deep, dark sea of sin, 
for one more ; and He finds it. 

One little girl is the object of this stupendous 
effort. 

"He goeth and selleth all that He hath, and 
buyeth her** 

"Ye know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ," 
how He laid His glory by. " Though He was rich, 
yet for our sakes He became poor, that we through 
His poverty might be made rich/' 

Ineffable love, He gave Himself to buy one 
soul! 

Was that soul yours ? 

The Lord seeks His pearls in every part of the 
field that He has bought. 

"The field is the world." 

He searches it well, through and through. 

Not one precious stone in the field of Satan's 
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triumph, nor one goodly pearl in the ocean of 
woe will escape His eye, nor fail to be hidden 
by Him in the perfect safety of His wounded 
side. 

In it He hideth His own. 

Are you hidden in this sheltering-place ? Then 
be perfectly sure that He will bring you into light, 
liberty, and glory, in due time. 

There are stages in the work that the Saviour 
does for you, and in you. This is distinctly taught 
by the action described in our parable. 

He discovers the treasure, takes possession of it, 
pays for it, and then " hideth it." 

This process is a regular course, that always takes 
place, in the salvation of a soul. 

No soul is ever saved in any other way. It may 
be accomplished in a different manner; but it ever 
is by the same proceeding. 

When it is accomplished the pearl is the Mer- 
chantman's ; and He will not part with it. "They 
shall never perish." The poor, weak, little trembling 
one may be afraid, and feel as if it must be lost — 
so worthless and unworthy as it is — but "none 
shall pluck them out of the Almighty hand" in 
which they are clasped. 

Satan tries to do it. 

The world seeks to retain the valuable prize it 
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has once owned ; but " neither death, nor life, nor 
angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things 
present, nor things to come, nor height, nor depth, 
nor any other creature, shall be able to separate it 
from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus, our 
Lord/' 



CHAPTER IV. 

There is not on the earth a soul so base 
But may obtain a place 
In covenanted grace ; 
So that forthwith his prayer of faith obtains 
Release of his guilt stains, 
And first-fruits otthe second birth, which rise 
From gift to gift, and reach at length the eternal prize. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Nellie's father has been named in the previous 
chapter. He was one of the people, from whom 
the child learned gradually to recoil. She was, 
however, entirely unconscious of any other relations 
than those among whom she lived. She knew 
that she had had a mother ; but the fact conveyed 
no pleasure to her. Mothers in her street were 
no better to little children than other folks ; and 
did not make exceptions in favour of their own 
babes. 

Both the parents of little Nellie were lawless ; 
and the penalties of their offences had been long 
imprisonments. Their lengthened absences were 
not much pain to her. 

She had " Granny," and was content, " for fear 
they might be worse even than she was/' said the 
child; "for, oh, she was kind, and never hit me, 
nor drove me about, like other people did to their 
girls." 

But these parents were, at last, liberated from 
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prison ; and they went, at once, to the well-known 

haunts of their friends and connections in 

Street. The two did not arrive at the same time. 
The first who came out was the father ; and he did 
not commend himself to his little daughter. 

There were orgies in celebration of his return, 
that made her miserable. When she heard that 
her mother's time was nearly up, she was very 
much distressed, lest the same proceedings should 
occur again. But she heard, to her surprise, that 
her mother was avoiding her family ; and that it 
was settled that she would not renew her connec- 
tion with it, nor the people near it ; and that she 
had refused to see her husband, and had declared 
that she would never live with him again. 

"She has turned religious, they say, and has 
become a sort of Protestant nun, and won't look at 
one of us again, I am told/' said Granny. "But I 
don't believe in her. She is no better than she 
ever was, we shall see some day." 

The thought took hold on the child, that some 
change had come over her mother ; and she longed 
to know what it was. 

" Surely if she has got Jesus, she will want to 
bring me to Him too ; and she will come for me," 
was the hope of the child's heart. 

A rumour had reached the street, through a 
fellow- prisoner, that "Ellen," the refractory con- 
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vict, had become a new creature ; and little Nellie 
believed it, though she had no evidence of the 
truth of the statement, in any experience of her 
own, from a mother's love. 

There had been a work done by the Lord, in 
H. M. Prison for women at Woking, that was even 
more wondrous than that which had been accom- 
plished in the child of the city street. 

He who had made Nazareth His home, that " He 
might be numbered among the transgressors," knew 
well how many pearls He should find in the prison 
at Knap Hill. 

To human eye none of the women there was so 
unlike a pearl as Ellen, the mother of our Nellie. 
There were many kind, quiet, orderly women, who 
worked well, and who promised never to transgress 
again. The ministers, and the teachers, who were 
seeking souls for the Lord, selected first one, and 
then another, to bring before Him, at the throne 
of grace, to intercede for them with earnest suppli- 
cation. 

Experience had taught them, that not even the 
very worst would be refused; and that, perhaps, 
those who had the most semblance of good, were 
the farthest from receiving the blessing. 

It is the very one that is deepest down in the 
miry clay — the one hidden in self-abasement and 
misery — that " dares not so much as lift; \hj \ast 
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eyes unto heaven," that is nearest to being en- 
closed in the net of the Fisherman; and is the 
most likely to be the one whom the Merchantman 
has bought for His own. With what humble 
words they entreat Him to take them: "Lord 
have mercy on me, the sinner " ! 

It is a comfort that they need not wait 
until they can say, "Be merciful to me, the 
pearl " ! 

Little Nellie's mother was a young, strong, 
clever woman, who had superior powers for the 
service of the prince of this world ; and she used 
them for him. He kept her long in his grasp. 
She was so violent in her conduct, that she was 
frequently obliged to be under restraint, and had 
had every description of penal discipline tried 
on her,! vain Her heart was as hard as 
adamant, while the law exercised all its functions, 
and used its sword of justice to bring her to 
subjection. 

No human means were left untried. 

The woman had " line upon line, precept upon 
precept;" but more than this, there went up 
prevailing prayer — the prayer of faith for her 
to the Father of Mercy; and His answer was 
Salvation. 

An interesting account of this case was written 
to us, by that devoted labourer for souls in prison, 
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Mrs. Mackey. She has been thirty years or so 
a Scripture Eeader in the women's convict prisons ; 
and is not easily deceived on the subject of their 
spiritual life. 

" I think it will be six years next March," she 
writes, "since that memorable day. E. D. had 
been desperately wicked, and working for Satan 
with great diligence, yet she never objected to 
my visits, but rather welcomed me. She would 
say, 'I like to hear you talk; but it's no use, 
I am as hard as those stones.' She was deeply 
impressed by the death of her eldest child ; after 
that event she said to me, 'I am going to ask 
you a favour — that you will never leave off pray- 
ing for me till I am truly converted to God.' 
She had been reading a book entitled ' The Golden 
Ladder,' which greatly roused her. 

" After that she told me Jesus appeared in her 
cell; and spoke sweetly to her. That the place 
was illuminated; and that her joy was intense, 
indescribable! She was then ready to confess 
Jesus under all circumstances ; and I believe she 
could have suffered martyrdom at that time, her 
zeal was so great. 

" The poor thing was greatly tried. 

"Many doubted her sincerity. Mr. Appleford, 
as well as myself, believed it to be a real work 
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of God in her soul; and we have had no reason 
to change our opinion/' 

One day, suddenly, as the woman was con- 
demned to solitary confinement, and was going 
to her cell, in the usual refractory spirit, she 
had a sense given her of the love of Jesus to 
her. "It was/' she said, "like a burst of light 
in my soul, a joy that He loved me, that I was 
His, and He was mine, and that I was saved, 
and now must give over kicking and knocking 
about, and let Him be my Saviour ! " 

This is the description she gave of the transac- 
tion ; and very lovely it is. The woman, with all 
her faults, was no hypocrite. She was not of a 
temper that inclines to deceit, and pretends to 
goodness : but the contrary. A rough pride in her 
vileness was her characteristic. So her story got 
credence from all that knew her ; both Christians 
and others accepted the statement that she had 
received a blessing ; and it did not depart from Tier. 

The Merchantman had really found her, and 
made her His own, and she became a "goodly 
pearl." 

" He took her from the fearful pit, 
And from the miry clay ; 
And on a rock He set her foot, 
Establishing her way." 



CHAPTER V. 

Free from the law ! O happy condition ! 
Jesus has bled, and there is remission. 
Free from the law, and free from the Fall- 
Christ has redeemed us once for all ! 
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CHAPTEE V. 

In process of time the prison doors opened, and the 
Lord's freewoman was liberated to take her course 
in the road of life. She was for some time afraid 
to venture near Street. 

At length, her desire to see her child prevailed 
over her fear of her husband. It would be gratified 
at any risk ; so she went down towards the neigh- 
bourhood ; and, almost before she could know where 
she was, the man whom she dreaded met her ! 

He behaved most cruelly to her, took what 
money she had from her, and turned her out. Not 
that she desired to remain in his company, but her 
heart yearned for her child — her little one — her 
only one ! And she was in the power of this bad 
father, drunken, and wicked to a degree rare even 
in Street. 

Her first attempt to rescue Nellie was a failure. 
She did not despair of accomplishing it ; and made 
another effort to reach her child. She went again 
to the hateful place, carrying m \*et >ras&. ^ ^& 
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money she had to give it to her husband, in order 
to propitiate his vile disposition. 

He accepted the gold, and sent out for drink, 
violently urging her to share it. It came to a trial 
of strength between them, the woman having to 
keep her mouth closed by a tremendous effort, to 
prevent the liquor being poured down her throat 
by main force. 

If she had been, for a moment, inclined to yield, 
the child's face was enough to nerve her resistance ; 
and there passed a sign between them that indi- 
cated danger of a drug being administered in the 
drink. 

This secret caused a greater tie, and warmer 
affection between the mother and child, to be 
manifested. Another attempt was made to deliver 
the little child ; and it was successful. 

The Lord was very merciful to them; they 
escaped together from " the city of destruction." 

The appearance of those two redeemed ones in our 
Village Homes was a moment of great rejoicing. 

To our gracious God be all praise and thanks- 
giving that the Merchantman put His pearls under 
our care ! 

The circumstances of the mother were so peri- 
lous, because of her husband's threats, that it was 
decided to send her to America. She went there 
in the end of 1879, and we met her in New York ; 
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and had the pleasure of putting her under the 
care of Christian ladies there, who labour in the 
same field that our Master causes us to occupy, in 
this country. 

The child was left in the Homes when the 
mother went away. We bless the Lord for the 
precious testimony to the wondrous power of 
Divine grace that she enables us to render. 



CHAPTEE VL 

Jesu8| I am never weary 
When upon this bed of pain ; 

If Thy presence only cheer me, 
All my loss I count but gain. 

Ever near me, ever near me, 
Ever near me, Lord, remain. 

Both my arms are clasped around Thee, 
And my head is on Thy breast ; 

Yes ! my weary soul has found Thee 
Such a perfect, perfect rest. 

Dearest Saviour, dearest Saviour, 
Now I know that I am blest. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

On Sunday, the 6th of June, as we were going 
to church, Nellie came out of her cottage home, 
not prepared for church. She said she was not 
well. We noticed that she walked as if she was 
giddy ; and she complained of violent pain in her 
head. 

The doctor was soon sent for. 

Before he came, she said : 

" Don't think of my getting well. I am going 
to die. Jesus wants me. I know this now. If 
He changes His mind and makes me live, He will 
tell me, and 111 tell you." 

Then came weeks of bodily agony; but never, 
for a moment, spiritual pain or care. All was 
perfect peace. 

In the early stages of her disease, every moment 
of consciousness was used by her to declare her joy 
in the Lord, under the solemn circumstances in 
which she found herself. These she appreciated 
remarkably foT her age. 
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" I did not know Jesus until I came here, and 
had everything explained to me ; but I loved Him 

when I was in Street, because I knew He 

loved me. The preacher who used to come there 
every Sunday taught me to sing the hymn, 'By 
and by we shall know Jesus/ You all sing that 
here, and I delight in it, for it is true. We shall 
all know Him together by and by." 

It was her longing desire and prayer that every 
girl in the village should give herself to Jesus. 

During her illness she pointed out some verses 
of a hymn in our "Pioneer Hymn-Book," that 
expressed her feelings at this time : — 

" Come, let us use the grace divine, 
And all with one accord 
In a perpetual covenant join 
Ourselves to Christ the Lord. 

Give up ourselves to Jesu's power, 

His name to magnify ; 
And promise in this sacred hour, 

For God to live and die." 

"We ought to be children of Jesus," she said. 
" I want every girl here to come to Him." 

When she talked to me about it, I said, "Don't 
they all belong to Him, Nellie ? " 

"Oh, yes, in a way, but not the right way. 

They must give themselves like I did — kneel 

down, and do it — not only talk to "Him sJooufc 
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it, but really do the thing. He will take them. 
Indeed He will. I know it. He took me this 
way. I said, 'Jesus, I want to be yours;' and 
He said, ' Then be mine ; ' and I said, ' I am $ and 
I am always.' Was that wrong? Did I make 
too free ? I am afraid I did. I only said € Jesus.' 
Oughtn't I to say Lord Jesus ? I must be humble. 
I am only a poor little girl I used to be in a 
very bad place, but it was not my fault. I did 
not like the place. It is dreadful." 

The reminiscence used to overwhelm the child ; 
and she had to be diverted from the painful 
subject. 

Sometimes she would burst out with : " I hated 
to be dirty, and it was horrid there, with drinking 
people. Oh, the smell, I remember it so well." 

Those who nursed Nellie bear witness to her 
excessive neatness and tidiness, whenever she was 
conscious. She was as elegant in all her ways 
as a young lady, and as considerate for every 
one in her room; as if she had learned polite- 
ness in the most refined school. And this truly 
she did, for the Spirit of love and grace was 
her teacher. 

The first Sunday she was conscious, after her 
seizure, she begged us to sing the hymn in 
church that was just then rejoicing her souL It 
was : — 
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" The pearly gates are open wide, 
I see the bright array ; 
On either side the angels glide 
To keep the shining way ; 

And little children learn to find 

The way by angels trod, 
Where Christ's redeemed together walk, 

The shining way of God." 

The clergyman, who visited her on his way to 
service, said, " You have given me a sermon to 
preach. I'll tell the congregation how happy you 
are. 

" Yes," she said, " say I have Jesus ever near, 
and that I don't mind the pain, when He is here — 
ever near ! " 

She dwelt much on those two words. Thev are 
the name of a little book that she had, from which 
she and several others had derived comfort. This, 
and. other little books, she had brought to her bed, 
that she might explain their value to some of the 
girls, to whom she wished to give them, as keep- 
sakes, " not for mine, but for Jesus' sake. It was He 
gave them to me, to help me to know Him better." 

Her Bible was also brought to her, at her re- 
quest. She could not see it, but she caught it, and 
put it under her pillow. " I must take it with me," 
she often muttered in her delirium. " People must 
have their Bibles in heaven, and turn up the verses 
when Jesus is teaching them Him^li. What a 
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lovely Bible Class that will be ! " Then she would 
inquire for certain girls to whom she was attached, 
and ask them if " they would be sure to come there, 
and bring their Bibles." 

" Ah ! get me a new one," she said one day. 

"What is the matter with your present one?" 
was inquired. 

" Well, it was a second-hand one, good enough 
for me here, but not grand enough for heaven. We 
must have our best things there. It belonged to 
another girl, and her name is in it, as well as mine. 
If Jesus looked over my shoulder, He might think 
it was not mine, or that I had taken another girl's 
(stolen it, perhaps), and I would be ashamed of Him 
to do such a thing. Oh, do you think He would 
look at me/ and love me, if He suspected me of 
being a little thief ? " 

" The Lord Jesus never makes a mistake, Nellie, 
and He will know you did not steal that Bible. So 
you may be happy about it" 

" Oh, I forgot that He knows everything exactly 
true. I am glad for your reminding me." 

A sweet quiet came over her, and she lay back 
calmly and was silent. We often heard her pray- 
ing for people ; and for her mother, and father, and 

Granny, and all the people in Street. She 

occasionally sent for companions to \oi\L \a«. xs^ 
prayer; and little voices mmjH m^V^,^^ 
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stage of Christian experience was almost parallel to 
hers — they manifested, such unity in the Spirit ! 

On one afternoon, she requested that a meeting 
of about thirty girls should be invited to the 
Mission Hut, whom she described as " in the habit 
of prayer ; " and desired that they should ask Jesus 
" to take her home at once." 

The children assembled ; and they were told the 
petition that they were asked to offer. There was 
not a sound in answer, but all knelt down silently. 
They were left for half-an-hour, and then the door 
was opened; and they were found still kneeling, 
and still silent. 

One gently began to plead for a blessing, and 
closed the meeting with the doxology. 

It was inquired whether any had led prayer in 
words. 

The reply was that they had felt they could not 
pray for Nellie to die; and they had each put up 
their own desire for her, and for each other, in 
silence, and had felt very happy to tell Jesus. 

The Pearly Gates were continually on the child's 
heart. 

She asked every one to meet her there. 

One day she smiled and said, " My mother will 

come in with the black children she brings to 

Jesus, for I know that wherever she is she is 

preaching the gospel. She told me a\ie ^a& %&&^ 
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to do nothing else ; and, if I was to live, I'd do the 
same. 

" She will teach black children now, and 111 run 
to the Pearly G&tes to meet them, and bring them 
iik by the hand. Jesus will laugh, may be, when 
He sees them. They are funny, but they are His 
too, for He died for them ; and they are to be like 
Him. How is this to be ? Will they be made 
white by the blood ? I thought every sort was to 
be in heaven ; but will all be turned into the exact 
same, and look- no different from each other ? That 
would be a pity, for how should we know we had 
come out of every clime and nation ? " 

One day she was very anxious to see me. " I 
want you to help me," she said, " to drive away 
Satan. He is here ; and he is saying horrid things 
to me ; but I told him I would tell you, and that 
you would teach me how to answer him, for I 
forget what texts to say; and I know that no 
words but Bible words will do. I must always 
say ' It is written/ as Jesus did." 

" Well, tell me what Satan is saying now." 

"He says that God does not love me, because 
He makes me have so much pain. I told him that 
Jesus, God's own Son, had nails driven into His 
hands and feet, and thorns stuck in His head, and 
that His Father loved Him better than evex. \s» 
that right?" 
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" Quite so. Say to him, ' It is written that Jesus, 
says, I have prayed for thee/ " 

" Oh, but that was Simon, and not me." 

" You may claim it too ; but there is the promise, 
' God shall bruise Satan under our feet/ " 

" That will do," she replied, resting easily after 
that. 

Some days after, she said, " Satan has come again ; 
but now I don't mind him. He may stay as long 
as he likes ; and say all he has to say. ' My God 
shall bruise him under my feet shortly/ I tell 
him this, and he does not like it." 

" Where is he ? " I inquired. 

She put her hand on her bosom, and said : 

" Not here. Jesus is within me ; and Satan can't 
get in. There is no room. Oh, he is always only 
outside ; you need never fear that he will get inside 
of you while Christ is there." 

In a petting tone, she made promises to us all, 
to prepare things in the city above, as we should 
like them. To me she frequently said : 

"I'll ask the Saviour to give you a chair by 
yourself, the way you like it, in a corner out of 
the draught." 

" But I would not like to be put in a corner in 
heaven, Nellie." 

" Oh, Jesus will put you where you like, and 
everybody where they like, and §\v& &tpj\w&3 ^ 
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corner that likes it. I know He will. It is not 
wrong to like a corner. Now, is it ? " 

The simple way in which the child's mind dwelt 
on Jesus was exquisitely touching. She talked 
with Him as friend to friend. When we prayed 
that He might carry her in His arms, she said : 
" I am there ; " and, at another time, " she begged " 
only to hold His hand, there were so many babies 
to be carried, and she could walk now, and was 
quite an old child of His. 

One day, when we asked Him to come quickly, 
and to spare her so much pain, she was quite 
vexed, and said : 

"Don't hurry my dear Jesus. He must come 
when He pleases, and when He likes to have me, 
not before. I don't wish to trouble Him. I can 
wait until He is ready for me." 

This beautiful, perfect peace was a glorious 
spectacle; and all the dwellers within our borders 
came and enjoyed it, as they would a gorgeous 
sunset. 

We brought our friends to witness it, as a pic- 
ture of the most lovely thing on earth — a happy 
death. 

But it was more than happy, it was rejoicing. 

Nellie testified to many the truth that death had 
lost its sting ; and that she had passed from death, 
unto life. 
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The next stage in her journey was an intermis- 
sion of her disorder. 

In answer to prayer, many symptoms of it were 
mitigated. This seemed a good time for her to 

see her relations from Street ; and they were 

permitted to come and visit her. 



CHAPTER VII. 

The love of Christ doth me constrain 
To seek the wandering souls of men ; 
With cries, entreaties, tears to save, 
To snatch them from the gaping grave, 
Give me Thy strength, God of power ; 
Then let winds blow, or thunders roar, 
Thy faithful witness will I be ; 
Tis fixed ; I oan do all through Thee ! 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

There were many fluctuations in Nellie's illness. 
She was often unconscious for days, and would, 
then, suddenly awake, and talk of all the dreams 
she had had. 

Her mother's conversion was " like St. Paul's," she 
said. " A light appeared suddenly in her prison cell, 
and Jesus Himself seemed to be there; and He spoke 
sweetly to her, so that her joy was intense, inde- 
scribable. She wanted to tell every one all about 
it, but they wouldn't believe her ; it was casting 
pearls before swine," said the child. " Now I want 
to speak to my Granny, and tell her how I love 
Jesus. Will that be casting pearls before swine, I 
wonder ? " 

So Granny was sent for. 

Her appearance was, indeed, very extraordinary. 
She looked like a stranger arriving in a strange 
land, when she was coming in at the gate of our 
Village. 

Nellie had prepared us for her peculiarities ; but 
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they were far more painful than she had led us to 
suppose. Her betrayal of disgust at the remem- 
brance of the place out of which she came to us 
was very interesting. 

" You will not like my Granny. She is not like 
our ' mothers/ and I am afraid I shall be ashamed 
of her," she said. 

The old woman was far from sober when she 
came. 

Her great bloated figure could scarcely keep 
upright. She was dressed in the tawdry finery 
of a wardrobe shop ; and had a quantity of flash 
jewellery on her. The pearls of the earth adorbed 
her in profusion. 

With her large prominent eyes, and coarse red 
cheeks, swollen with weeping, she was a very un- 
pleasant person to meet. Nevertheless, she was 
led to the bedside of the dying girl; and, there, 
nature asseited its sway. 

There were embraces that almost stifled the poor 
child. She was overwhelmed with the excitement 
the visit caused. 

When we intervened between her and the guest, 
and tried to put an end to the scene, Nellie whis- 
pered : 

" Do the smell sicken you ? " alluding to the 
odour of spirits, fish, and perfumery, which made 
' Granny " a most unsavoury mdividwa\. 
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We intimated that it was so, and that we would 
take her away. Nellie quickly negatived this. 

" I have to do it. I must do it. I want to make 
her promise to meet me at the Pearly Gates. She 
will be as beautiful there, and as clean as any one, 
won't she ? " 

We heartily responded that the blood of Jesus 
cleanseth from all sin and stain; and this was 
Nellie's happy confidence too ; so she kept the sad 
victim of evil to pass the night with her. 

It was, indeed, a night of intense suffering to 
Nellie. 

The nurse gave the old woman some tea; and 
put her into bed in an adjoining room, to sleep 
off the drink; and, then, she and Nellie had a 
season of prayer. 

She who did this tender duty, testifies to the 
touching emotion with which Nellie took occasion, 
when she could, to urge "Granny to come to 
Jesus." 

In describing the scene, the nurse writes :— 

"That evening I hastened to my post. Nellie 
had been suffering acutely, and was scarcely con- 
scious at first. She soon recognised me, and told 
me she expected her 'Granny/ 'Do you want 
her ? ' I asked. ' Oh, yes/ she said ; ' I've been 
keeping quiet, because I want — so bad — to aa.^ 
something to her.' 
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"She then began talking of the home at ' Gran's/ 
and the 'dreadful wicked things' she had heard 
there. 

"After a time, she was soothed, and waiting 
^for ' Gran/ Meanwhile, elsewhere in the Homes, 
' Gran ' was being talked into order and good 
conduct. 

"When she was at last as quiet as she was 
likely to be, she was brought up. Nelly was just 
then unconscious, a sweet smile, without a trace 
of pain, lighting her face. 

"The old woman seemed awed, and sat down,, 
and waited, as she was bidden ; and began crying 
and whispering her grief. 

"Pain brought a cry to Nellie's lips; and the 
awakened perceptions told her we were no longer 
alone. 

"There was a burst of pent-up emotions on 
both sides, with loving caresses. 

"'I wanted you so. Did you miss me? I 
wanted to see you. I've something to say to you.' 
Turning to me, she said, softly, ' I shan't forget/ 

"She smelt fish on her grandmother's clothes, 
and it distressed her, which was perceived. * Gran ' 
said, ' I'd forgotten the smell of the fish/ and she 
moved further off. 

"Nellie was exhausted, and lay still for a time* 
When she began to speak again, m\ta \iwufcsiftai 
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tact she talked of former playfellows, neighbours, 
and acquaintances, asking questions that proved 
how clear her remembrance was of her past 
life. 

" She told ' Gran ' how, at first, she had fretted 
for the old times ; and how she afterwards became 
contented, and then happy. 

"'I'm quite glad and happy now. I wanted 
to let you know I'm quite happy, I know, that 
I am going to die ; I am going to live with Jesus, 
and I want you to come too. You must come. I 
shall want you and father to be there/ 

"'Gran' tried hard to say what would please 
the child; and I discerned she must often have 
heard the gospel. 

" Nellie spoke till pain robbed her of the power 
to continue. 

" Several times a shrill little cry, and convulsive 
clutch of the bedclothes, ended her pleadings for 
a while. Then, when all was still, one watching 
could see that she was simply gathering strength, 
to try again to win * Gran ' for Jesus. 

" ' Couldn't you come and live here in the 
country, away from that wicked court, and the 
noise, and the drink ? * 
' Yes, yes, dear.' 
' Do you drink now ? Ah ! you mustn't/ 

" c Oh, Nellie, I never did' 
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"'Ah! that's what you always said; and it 
wasn't true, you know. If you love Jesus, you 
won't want to get drunk; Jesus will take the 
wish for it away. I want you to come to Jesus 
and be saved.' 

"'Gran* said, 'Yes, you was always a good 
child, and liked yer school, and sung yer hymns.' 

" ' No, I imsrit ; you know I was naughty, and 
made yer cry, because I didn't mind; I wasn't 
good.' 

" ' You used to sing,' persisted ' Gran,' ' and talk 
about it.' 

"Nellie said, 'Stop a bit: I'll tell you the 
difference.' 

"Nellie's hand was in mine: I was sure she 
knew I was praying for her. 

"After a fierce battle with strong pain, she said 
something like this : — 

" ' I used to like to run about after the singing. 
I knew all they said about Jesus, but I never 
minded it. I went on the same (oh ! why didn't 
I believe then !) When I came here, I cried and 
wanted you. I said I'd always be miserable, and 
lonely, and wretched. 

" ' I used to cry at nights for you, and think I'd 
never see you again, but I heard more of Jesus, 
and I believed, and got so happy. 

"'I am so glad I came to the School; I never 
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believed before. I want you to believe and be 
happy/ 

"'Gran' said something about ' always believing.' 

"Nellie took it up sharply: ' That's not believ- 
ing ; it don't make you happy. If you believe in 
Jesus, you'll hate swearing, lies, drink, because 
you love Jesus.' * 

" ' Gran ' sat silenced now. 

" ' After I believed I remembered all I'd heard 
before — what Mr. Needham taught me. I want 
him to know I believe; tell him I'm going to 
Jesus. Go to the Mission-room and tell him ; don't 
mind if they all laugh at you for going.' 

" ' I goes of a Sunday, Nellie,' said ' Gran.' 

"I feared it was a lie, and I think Nellie did 
too, for she said : 

u< If you go you must be different, for you 
never went for me, though I teazed you ever 
so.' 

" Again and again through that night, as strength 
was given to bear the suffering of thought or 
speech, did she speak of sin, and a Saviour, and 
plead, 'I want you to believe now. I want to 
be sure you'll meet me in heaven. He is ever 
near. The gift of God is eternal life.' At last, 
utterly exhausted, she gasped, * I can't — I can't 
— say any more, but I don't want you to re- 
member what I've said to you in helL' 

E 
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"The last sentence rang out clearly, but few 
words passed after that solemn warning. Con- 
vulsions followed; and then a stupor was merci- 
fully sent to her relief. 

"One sentence of the Te Deum has for me, 
ever since, been interwoven in the memory of 
that night with Nellie : 

" ' The noble army of martyrs praise Thee/ 

" If the will to suffer for the testimony of Jesus 
be martyrdom, Nellie bore it that night." 




CHAPTER VIII. 

To Thee they went, the blind, the dumb, 

The palsied and the lame, 
The leper with his tainted life, 

The sick with fevered frame. 
And lo ! Thy touch brought life and health, 

Gave speech, and strength, and sight ; 
And youth renewed and frenzy calmed, 

Owned Thee the Lord of Light ; 
And now, O Lord, be near to bless, 

Almighty as of yore, 
In crowded street, by restless court, 

As by Gennesareth's shore. 



( 69 ) 



CHAPTER VIII. 

There were remarkable phenomena attending this 
iUness. Nellie's symptoms varied considerably. 
Sometimes she had little or no sight, and occa- 
sionally it returned ; but she had intermittent use of 
her faculties, much more than is usual in the disease 
from which she was suffering. Prayer was made 
for her with hearty desire, and in strong faith, for 
the removal of pains and discomforts, and invari- 
ably with success. Sleep given, convulsions stopped, 
&c, and prolonged life, with much ease granted,, 
were among the blessings of this precious death- 
bed. 

Though four months in bed, there were few bed- 
sores. Careful, prayerful nursing had its reward 
in the gentle progress of the disease. 

As physical appearances altered, and she seemed 
to be approaching the final hour, some would con- 
gratulate her on the prospect of release. 

" I can wait until Jesus is ready for me. Don't 
hurry Him about me. I am only a little girl." 



JO NELLIE; OB, 

To one she said: "When my robe is finished 
Jesus will take me home. I can't go without it. 
He'll finish it soon for me." 

Farther on, nearer to the end, she was commise- 
rated on being so long there — " In bed more than 
four months, poor little one ! " 

"In bed!" she repeated. "I did not know I 
was in bed ; I thought I was all this time in the 
arms of Jesus." 

" So you were, precious one, and will be ever." 
" Ever near," she echoed ; " I lean against Him." 
So it went on unruffled to the last. The Village 
infirmary has peculiarly pleasant wards, from which 
the sick can see, and be seen easily, through the 
windows. The advantages are, that there is no 
loneliness in bed there ; and, yet, • there is every 
convenience for shutting out sight and sound when 
needful. The acquaintance of the villagers, with 
the movements in the room of the sick and dying, 
is a great benefit. It familiarises the young with 
the great event of life; and gives them habits 
of thoughtful tenderness for the suffering. The 
experience connected with this arrangement is 
much blessing. We have through the whole place 
a loving sense of sympathy in each other's pain ; 
and there is all the comfort in giving and receiving 
that charity promises. 
The rich abundance oi \)\essing fcx^et\«ELQ&^ Vj 
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us through this child's removal is like showers of 
pearls; and their preciousness and beauty are 
beyond our power to express. 

The " goodly pearls " are the Merchantman's, and 
He shares His treasures with us. If the glimpse 
we have of them now is gratifying, what will it be 
when we shall behold His glory in the place where 
" every gate is One Pearl " ? 

This adoption of the same image as that which 
represents His own loved ones, sought and found 
in the depth of " the troubled sea," to depict the 
portal of His kingdom, is wonderfully tender. 

Each Pearl a Gate! Then, indeed, may the 
pearls rejoice, to be used to give access to Him 
who reigns in light! Was our little Nellie a 
" goodly pearl," the means whereby some other 
soul will reach the throne ? and will each Gate of 
Pearl that opens to admit them to the presence of 
Jesus say, "I, too, was found by the Merchant- 
man"? 

" Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God." 

How these washed and exalted ones will sing 
and give thanks ! 

" And soon they'll walk the golden streets, 
Not slighted and alone -. 
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On either side the angels glide, 
To lead them to the throne. 

And there they'll wear the starry crown, 
Who once did tire and plod ; 

For Christ redeemed as kings shall tread 
The shining way of God." 



CHAPTER IX. 

We're travelling home to heaven above, — 

Will you go ? 
To sing a Saviour's dying love, — 

Will you go ? 
Millions have reached that blissful shore, 
Their trials and their labours o'er, 
And yet there's room for millions more, — 

Will you go ? 



( 75 ) 



CHAPTER IX. 

When the old woman was taking her departure in 
the morning she wept piteously, and promised to 
go to the missionaries, and to give up drink. 

And, so far, she kept her word, for she came 
some time after, evidently having denied herself 
her usual potions, and much cleaner in her cloth- 
ing. To dear Nellie it seemed an earnest of bright 
things. 

" She will — she will come to me ! Ill be looking 
for her at the Pearly Gates." 

We had a solemn interview with the old woman ; 
and she seemed deeply impressed with the child's 
unbroken peace and joy. The agonising suffering, 
and the rejoicing spirit, formed a combination that 
Granny could not understand. " Why should she 
want to die ? " 

"Because she loves Jesus so much," was an- 
swered. 

The great big eyes were bathed in tears. 

"Vd do anything on eatfti iox Ykst — ^g^^asst^ 
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the best — keep her beautiful and sweet. She'd 
never want." 

We explained that Jesus was all Nellie wanted. 
This she could not take in. We had several visits 
from her; and there seemed to be growing in her 
a sense of the nature of the scene that was passing 
before her; and of the enjoyment the child pos- 
sessed. 

This was comfort for the sufferer, whose next 
effort was to reach her father, Granny promised 
to find him. Meantime a letter was written to 
him, and we will give in the words of the nurse 
what the exertion cost the child. 

" Nellie woke from sleep crying : — 

" ' I am so unhappy about my father. I'm 
afraid he's going to hell/ I suggested a letter. 
' Yes, you write it now; there is paper in my box.' 

" She was in pain ; and, between moans, she dic- 
tated it, sentence by sentence. After each clause 
she had it read over, then added the next, then had 
it read again, and so on to the end. 

" ' Dear Father, — I should be glad if you could 
come soon, for I am unhappy about you. I am 
soon going to die. I am going to live with Jesus. 
I want you to come too. You must learn to hate 
sin, and learn to love Jesus. 

" ' God will teach you ii you a&k Him for His 
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Holy Spirit ; that is how I learnt to love Jesus. 
" The gift of God is eternal life." 

" ' Your loving child, 

" ' Nellie.' 

" ' A card with the text is to go with it.' 

" I asked, ' Will I send your love ? ' 

" ' No, he knows I love him ; no more.' 

" ' 1 wonder if he'll know what eternal life is ? ' 

" A minute of troubled thought, a few moans, 

and then a sweet smile, and a scarcely audible 

whisper, ' Ah, Jesus will teach him.' 
" And then she sank to sleep. 
" An hour later she told me that she had heard 

the angels singing. I asked what they sang. 
"'Come, live with Jesus/ and then she added, 

what I think was a verse of a hymn : 

' I'm going to live with Jesus, 
And with the angels dwell/ 

and something more about harps and crowns. 
There was no earthly voice singing at the time. 

" The afternoon passed in alternate convulsions 
and stupor. The agony was fearful. 

" ' If only I knew. Did God know ? Oh, why ? ' 
" I tried to comfort her by speaking of the suf- 
ferings of Christ. Suddenly, a solemn calm stole 
over her face ; and she uttewi •. 
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" ' Oh, was His back worse than mine ? Did it 
pain Him worse than mine ? ' 

" So the little darling gathered strength from 
the thought, and was helped to bear her pain. 
Once she began, ' I was wandering and weary, and 
Jesus came unto me/ but could not go on with the 
words. 

" During one of those trying days, she asked to 
see several people; and to all she spoke in the 
same words : 

" ' Do you love Jesus V in a high clear tone, evi- 
dently a great effort; adding, • There is nothing else 
worth living for/ " 

The much-desired visit from the father at last 
took place; 

Though we had seen many specimens of his 
class, he was still a rarity to us. The man was 
like a weather-beaten mariner, marred, and gnarled, 
and bruised, and marked by vice and wickedness. 
Intoxication was stamped on him; and violence 
was discernible in every movement. He was rough 
and dirty; and not, even then, quite free from 
drink. The child was less affected at the sight of 
him than of "Granny," for whom she had the 
warmest affection. 

There came also " Brother Bill/' who was some- 
what similar to the father. 
The men broke down into moat VioVsak ^^ix\%. 
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They wanted to carry* off the child ; and had to be 
compelled to leave her presence, lest they should 
frighten her. But Jesus sustained her through the 
interview. 

" I asked Him to be merciful to them, and He 
will. He is kind ! " she said. 

The following letter was then dictated by her to 
her mother : — 

" Dear Mother, — I wish I could write to you. 
I have seen father, and grandmother, and brother. 
I wanted to tell them about Jesus. I love Jesus, 
and am going to live with Him. 

" Be ready and meet me at the ' Beautiful Gates' 
up in heaven. Tell all the little children for me 
it is so nice to believe in Jesus. He has made me 
quite happy. Do not fret; I am glad I came to 
school. I did not love Jesus before. 

" Your loving child, 

' Nellie." 



CHAPTER X. 

" Whosoever shall give to drink unto one of these little ones a 
cap of cold water only in the name of a disciple, verily I say unto 
you, that he shall in no wise lose his reward." — Matt. x. 42. 
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It was a delightful opportunity for indulging the 
overflowing love of all the "Mothers" and ''Sisters" 
in our Village, to provide little comforts for 
Nellie ; each one tried to imagine something deli- 
cate and delicious, to tempt her to eat. She 
manifested her gratitude in a very touching, pretty 
manner. Whenever a mother brought some good 
thing to her, Nellie always asked, " Have you any 
more? enough for all the girls, and yourself? I 
must not get all this; it belongs to the other 
children of the Homes too." 

Miss Davidson brought some preserves that had 
been sent to her from her own home; and it 
troubled Nellie lest it might be doing wrong for 
her to give away her mother's gift ; and she asked, 
" Will she send you some more jam as good as this, 
to make you ice-cream, in place of what you made 
for me? " 

Sometimes, in order to entice her to eat, some 
little thing was sent {torn o\xt \a!&&\ «&&■ ^», 
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always inquired whether she hadn't "made us 
poor, by taking our dinner, and if we surely, 
surely had had enough. I don't want you to eat 
too little," she said. 

Visions of dinners in the old home that she had 
much enjoyed, visited her; and "Granny" sent 
her a dish that had been her own in former times ; 
and in it a dinner such as Nellie had formerly 
liked. But the very sight of it was enough. She 
gave a faint smile, and sent it away. 

Her little companion, M S , who came 

from the same street, and who shared all her 
thoughts, became at this time very dear to her. 
This child carried away this longed-for dinner 
from poor Nellie's bedside; and she told us that 
even the dish painfully reminded them both of 
other times. 

This young friend was very faithful to the 
beloved sufferer; and became helpful beyond her 
years in nursing her. She had such joy and 
peace in seeing Nellie's happiness, that she longed 
to join her; and to go away at the. same minute to 
Jesus ! Indeed, the sympathy between them was 
so strong, that it was feared that they would not 
be divided in death; and the one who remains 
even now seems to be only waiting her turn. 

Miss Cavendish sat much with Nellie ; and espe- 
cially on Sunday evenings. These were precious 
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times to both. It was most glorious to be reap- 
ing and sowing together, in such a full blaze of 
Gospel blessing. Through the open windows of 
the sick room, the songs of the little ones in 
Sunday-school, and the hymns and' chants of the 
Church service, floated. Nellie's pleasure in hear- 
ing these was most encouraging. She had lived 
on "psalms and hymns and spiritual songs;" 
and now they were her meat and drink. She 
could repeat line after line of her favourite hymns, 
and she often tried to sing them. The sound of 
her "hallelujah" was most affecting. She had 
no sight, and was a little deaf; her voice was a 
hoarse moan when she endeavoured to raise the 
note, and failed ; but to Him to whom she breathed 
it it was " perfect praise." 

To Miss Gregory, who was frequently with her, 
she often mentioned the joy that she felt in the 
Lord. 

"I eats her dinner often" (alluding to little 
mouthfuls sent to her from Miss Gregory's house), 
" and she don't seem any worse. Jesus gives her 
more." 

Miss Cavendish's little nephew and niece inte- 
rested her very much. The hymns she could not 
continue to repeat " Miss Julia" used to finish for 
her; and it pleased her extremely to know that 
the "young lady" and the village children were 
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learning "the same words, about the same Jesus. 
They will come to the same Pearly Gates, and I 
shall be there, too, to see them." 

Miss Julia's father sent some grapes to Nellie, 
that were of a very good kind, much finer than 
any she had ever seen before. She perceived this, 
and remarked the care taken to preserve them 
from spoiling. 

" They are fit for any one, aren't they, even for 
the Queen ? " 

"Yes, as good as could be got anywhere, at 
any price," she was told. 

" Why did he send me such grand ones ? They 
need not to be so very good, as they are only 
for me. The poor ones I had before were nice 
enough, but I am very glad. It was so kind of 
the gentleman — he gave them for Miss Cavendish's 
sake." 

" Oh, Nellie," we whispered ; " is there not some 
one else for whose sake it was done ? " 

Her wan face flushed up, and the dim eyes 
seemed to suffuse as she said, " I am sorry, I forgot 
that he did it for Jesus; and the grapes could 
not be too good for Him." 

One day she had been telling us of the open- 
air preachers being pelted with flour, especially 
Mr. George Holland ; " and I stood by and laughed, 
but I heard, and after I believed I remembered. 
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Tell Mr. George Holland to go on, and to never 
mind, for one little girl remembered what he said, 
after she believed." 

One day of fearful suffering she was asked: 
" Shall I ask the Lord Jesus to come quickly and 
fetch you, Nellie ? " She at once gave her usual 
patient answer : 

"No; perhaps He's busy with some one else. 
He'll come as soon as He is ready for me! 1 



CHAPTER XI. 

Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep ! 
From which none ever wake to weep ; 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Nellie died on the nth day of October 1880. She 
was buried in the churchyard at Addlestone, where 
we have already laid seven little bodies " asleep in 
Jesus." When He comes, He will bring them 
with Him. We shall meet them on that glorious 
day, when we rise to meet the Lord in the air, and 
" so shall we be ever with the Lord." 

It is for this that the Saviour gathered in the 
little ones to the Village Homes. What a privi- 
lege, therefore, for us, that He makes us His agents 
in this blessed service ! 

When He takes up one into His arms, as He 
did Nellie, and makes her to rejoice in His love, 
then we begin to see the preciousness of the 
work He is doing, in which He permits us to be 
fellow-labourers together with Him ! 

The sole purpose for which the Institution was 
established is to "suffer the little children to 
come unto Him;" and to "forbid them not," as 
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they are forbidden, by the wretched circumstance 
of their lives among bad people. 

It is not the object of the Village Homes merely 
to teach girls how to read, and write, and sew, and 
wash, and cook. The first and great design is to 
lead them in the way everlasting. 

Truly, Nellie's feet were on the eternal road. 
She was safe on the Bock of Ages, and her abiding- 
place was in Jesus Christ. 

She was not too young to enter into the full 
enjoyment of the blessing that is in Him. Not 
only was she sure and certain of salvation from 
wrath, and of safety and happiness in the world to 
come, but she had in her little earthly life bright 
and delightful times, even when she was suffering 
very painful illness, without a hope of recovering 
from it, and being well again. To her to live was 
Christ, and to die was gain. She longed to " depart 
and to be with Christ, which was far better" than 
the greatest pleasure she ever felt, even in the 
thought of His wondrous love for her, a poor little 
girl from Street. 

Mr. Needham, a preacher belonging to the 
" Christian Community ," was one of those whom 
the Lord used to bring this pearl to the light. 

During her illness, Nellie talked of him so often, 
that he was sent for to see her ; and the visit gave 
both to him and to the little one great happiness. 
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They found it to be so interesting to recall the 
words of the Lord that were made the means of 
drawing the child's heart to Jesus, that it gave 
them both a most cheering time of blessing and 
encouragement. 

" Don't you remember what you said about the 
lambs ma'aing after the shepherd ; and the shep- 
herd calling his sheep by name? — not the lambs 
though, because they were too little to have names ; 
like infants are called no name but 'Baby/ they 
are only called lambs ; it is when people stay near 
Him a long time, and grow up big, that Jesus gives 
them a name; but the lambs keep crying after 
Him, and wanting Him, so like babies crying for 
their mamas ! That was me — all like me ! I was 
crying after the Shepherd, and when you taught 

us the hymn, 

i 

1 By and by we shall know Jesus/ 

I knew you were telling me, that what I wanted I 
should get one day. I'm glad I did not grow up 
into a big sheep, and be called a name. I am 
only a lamb, and Jesus does everything for me. 
Sheep have to work and feed themselves. Jesus 
carries and feeds me ; I am only a lamb." 

Mr. Needham had no memory of the exact 
teaching to which Nellie referred, but he re- 
membered the child, and her eagerness to learn 
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whatever he was teaching; and he was in the 
habit of singing the hymn she liked so much as 
often as he could, and especially when Nellie was 
present, for he knew it pleased her, and that the 
truth in it was what she required. 

This good servant of the Lord was led to preach 
and teach just what was applicable to the cases 
before him, though he was unconscious of the 
way in which the subjects fitted the circumstances 
of the hearers. He did not anticipate that the 
little one, whose familiar face and voice encouraged 
him to come again and again to the little street 
where she lived, would so soon be "journeying to 
her home on high," and laying aside her " earthly 
garments." 

It was a comfort and privilege to him to hear 
her describe her spiritual experience, from the 
day the words of the Lord came to her through 
his lips. 

Street-preachers may take courage from this 
testimony, that the hearing of even the verse of 
a hymn sung at "the wayside" was productive 
of so much fruit unto God. "Sow ye beside all 
waters"! Singing hymns is a very easy way to 
do this sowing. The sower may be only a singer ; 
and the singer may be only a little child. " The 
seed 13 the Word." 
The hymn that Nellie loved so muck, wA^\&&. 
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was sung at her grave, was the following. We 
print it because many of our young readers may 
not know it The tune is a pretty one, and there 
is a chorus to it Those who would like- to have 
it will find it in Sankey's " Songs and Solos." 

"By and by we shall know Jesus, 

By and by ! oh, by and by ! 
Even now He looks and sees us, 

Journeying toward His home on high ; 
And He smiles upon us, saying, 

' By and by ! oh, by and by ! 
Cares and trials you'll be laying, 

With your earthly garments, by ! ' 

By and by we shall be standing, 

By and by ! oh, by and by ! 
At fair heaven's shining landing, 

While the river murmurs by ; 
And our friends will round us gather, 

By and by ! oh, by and by ! 
Saying, ' Welcome, for the Father 

Loves to have His children nigh.' 

* By and by ! ' we say it gently, 

Looking on our peaceful dead ; 
And we do not think of earth-life, 

But of heaven's sweet life instead. 
By and by we aU shall gather, 

By and by ! oh, by and by ! 
In the love of God our Father 

That shall know no ' by and by.' " 

Nellie was soon to realise the truth she sang. 
Dear reader, you may not be cftJ!<^ \fc W^r *^> 
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while you are young, as she knows it now, in the 
"presence of the King;" but you are now offered 
the same blessed prospect in the glory. Are you 
looking for it, and desiring it, as the whole and 
sole object of your heart ? 

"There is nothing else worth living for," were 
Nellie's words to every one to whom she spoke 
while she was yet with us. 

One Sunday, some weeks after the silent prayer 
meeting that- took place in the Mission Hut, 
during the severest time of her illness, she said, 
"There are a great many of the girls struggling 
to come to Jesus, and they want to be helped. 
I know a lot of them. They tell me their minds 
when they come here," 

Nellie's visitors were her confidential friends — 
little girls to whom she had imparted her doubts 
and difficulties in the early days of her new- 
born life ; and they sought her advice and counsel 
in their hours of trial 

It was arranged that, after the address usually 
given on Sunday evening, an opportunity should 
be provided for those children who wanted to 
give themselves to Jesus, and who desired to be 
helped in the act, to come forward and express 
their feelings. 

The evening that was selected for this effort, 
was one on which farewell was lo \te md to 
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a party of girls who were going to America. 
After I had commended them to God in 
prayer, and spoke of their departure on the 
voyage across the ocean as resembling the Chris- 
tian's sailing away from the world, in the ark 
with the Lord Jesus, the children were very 
much affected. 

There was much sobbing during prayer, that 
many might come, yea, all, and join the vessel 
of the Lord, " bound for glory ! " 

On an invitation being given to any who wished 
to be specially prayed for, that they might give 
themselves to Jesus then, fifteen formed a group 
near the communion-table. 

When much prayer had been offered, one of 
the girls who was leaving for America spoke a 
few loving words of encouragement. 

"That's the way I was once, thinking Jesus 
would not have me! But He made me believe 
that He wanted me, and I came to Him; and 
I know He will keep me for ever. I am going 
away from here, but not from Him. He will 
be in the ship, and on the land, and everywhere. 
Hell never lose me" 

Of the tender little ones that were gathered 
that evening, eleven solemnly gave themselves to 
the Lord, in the very manner Nellie described 
to me that she had done (page 2$). 
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In deep joy and rejoicing she was told of the 
scene; and of the eleven souls that had entered 
into peace with God that evening. 

"Eleven! Why not all the girls? I can't 
imagine why one is left out! Won't ^they all 
come some day ? You have prayed it often ; so 
have I. Don't God always hear, and always give 
what we ask ? " 

It was answered that " He certainly did, and 
that He certainly would; but when, where, and 
how, He did not always let us know. Some, 
after they leave this and go away to foreign 
lands, or are in their situations, may come to 
His feet, and believe, and be saved." 

"Yes, I forgot. It need not all be done to- 
day. We must wait the answers to our prayers. 
I'm sorry I am so very impatient." 

Expression of sorrow for sin was very frequent 
with the child. . 

Sometimes, when she felt this, and told some 
of the ladies that she had been " naughty, and 
was ashamed to think that she could have done 
such things," nurse has not been able to recall 
immediately the trifling transgression about which 
she was so troubled. 

Once when she accused herself of having been 
"very, veryba,d," and of having "been cross with 
nurse/' the latter said : 
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"Oh, hush, Nellie; I can't bear you to be so 
unhappy for that. I didn't mind it at all. Sick 
people must be impatient, and complain, now and 
then." 

"Why must they? Jesus did not complain. 
He was satisfied to be put to death. I want to 
be willing to suffer anything that comes on." 

This wish was remarkably granted. The child 
was so uncomplaining and calm, so composed 
beyond her years, that the nurses were surprised, 
and every witness testified to the power of endur- 
ance that she showed. 

We had had a case in which this was manifested 
some years previously. Dear Kathleen, a young 
lady who came to us to be trained for the Lord's 
service, caught scarlet fever of a malignant type, 
and was hurriedly called into the heavenly home. 

As she was preparing to leave us, in an agony 
of mortal pain, she smiled and said, "It is no 
trial to go to dear Jesus like this. I reckon that 
these sufferings now, are not worthy to be com- 
pared to the glory to which I am going. I want 
to go into the school, and tell all the girls how 
true it all is about Jesus, and how delightful it 
is to go to Him ! " 

We thank and praise the Lord that He sought 
and found so many "goodly ^ax\a>" \bl <5?sx. 
village ! 
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He fishes for them in every sea ; and He sends 
many men and women to bring them to Him out 
of the depths. 

One of the Lord's messengers, whom He had 
sent to us, to preach the good tidings of salva- 
tion, the Kev. John Irvine Lee, was taken to 
" the realms of the blest," in a most sudden manner, 
shortly before Nellie departed. 

The railway collision at Nine Elms, on a Satur- 
day night, was the occasion of his death. This 
fact, apparently unconnected with Nellie, is men- 
tioned just to tell a little incident, that joins 
them in the same everlasting tie of a sweet 
memorial. 

On the Sunday following Mr. Lee's removal, 
we sang in church the hymn : 

" Rejoice for a brother deceased, 
His loss is oar infinite gain." 

Nellie heard and recognised the music, and 
inquired why it was sung. She was told of the 
event, and knew who the brother was that 

" The haven had gained, 

Outflying the tempest and wind ; " 

and she said, "Will you say a 'sister deceased' 
when you sing the same hymn for me ? " 
Dear reader, was she not a "goodly pearl"? 
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The story of her death has shown you how she 
became so. 

She was not, by nature, goodly. Like all other 
precious, saved souls, she had been brought out 
from the evil and corruption of sin, and been made 
goodly by the Lord. 

Pearls, that are so lovely an adornment in the 
ornaments of the noble and rich, are all formed 
by the diseased, corrupt matter that gathers in 
some bad oysters, that are not fit to be eaten. 
Out of fallen, ruined, worthless ones, the Holy 
Ghost makes jewels for the Saviour's crown. 

The Merchantman has paid the price. It only 
remains to put Him in possession of the pearl. 
Have you passed into His hands ? 

If this is not the case — oh, come now ! 



" The gates of pearl are open, 
And yon may enter in, 
Washed spotless and forgiven, 
Without a stain of sin. 

The blood-bought hosts are singing ; 

Before the throne they stand, 
Eternal praises swelling, 

And you may join the band. 



Hark, louder hallelujahs, 
Like surges of the sea, 

Roll o'er the jasper city 
With heavenly melody. 
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The streets of gold are gleaming, 
And soon we shall be there ; 

Jesus will bid us welcome. 
His loving heart to share. 

Oh, will you turn to Jesus ? 

'Tis now He speaks to thee : 
His blood-stained arms are open, 

To Him for mercy flee." 



KATHLEEN'S* MESSAGE. 

(Bef erred to on page 99.) 

" Shall I not see the girls again ? 
I want so to tell them this, 
That really it is no trial, 
To go to dear Jesus like this. 

*' I do want to kiss you, my dear friends, 
I love you, I love you so well ! 
We'll meet in the beautiful mansions, 
Till then, let us now say, Farewell ! 

" I want to go down to the schoolroom, 
Only to say one word more ; 
To urge all the young ones below there, 
To love Jesus more and more. 

" To give their whole hearts to His keeping 
And nothing to think of beside ; 
Remember in dying I'm saying, 
That with Him I am satisfied. 

" I hear what you ask, and I answer, 
No ! Not one on earth do I miss; 
My Jesus is standing beside me, 
And telling me sweetly I'm His. 

" My cousin, I want to entreat you, 

To give to the Lord your whole heart ; 
He will make you so joyously happy, 
That all your earth's cares will depart." 

▲ lady Student in the Training College at Addleatone. 
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We watch'd her when mind had forgotten 

Its ward o'er her senses 4e -keep ; 
We waited, till there came an angel, 

To bid her in Jesus to sleep. 

I bring you this message from Kathleen, 
And pray God to bless it to you ; 

Know that school-ties on earth are not riven, 
Though some are withdrawn from your view. 

One gone to the Master in heaven, 

Another will follow in time, 
Till all are called into the glory 

By the sound of the angel-bells' chime. 

And then, 'neath the fair tree of knowledge, 

You will fully the lesson repeat, 
That you learn when you're sitting like Mary, 

In earth's school, at the Saviour's dear feet. 

Oh think of a whole school translated 

From this to the region of light. 
All passed to the glorious portals, 

Into changeless and endless delight. 

The " solitary " greeting her parents, 
Who find her on Christ's gentle breast, 

Oh, pray that not one may be absent 
From the home in the region of rest 
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